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tt HAPPY and lethargic week has justJfl ended. The critics have slept
sweetly and peacefufty. There have

J been no heartburnings, no emotional
disturbances, no angry Billings¬

gate. In fact, the placid, unruffled
surface of things dramatic has been so en¬
joyable that one could almost be excused
for wishing that no new plays would ever
be produced again. Nothing but a pallid
little comedy-skit-farce called "Marriage,"
by Brandon Thomas and Henry Keeling,
has crept into ICew York, and it caused
nof distress. Not a critic tore his hair about
it or delighted to bark and bite on its
simple account.
You can't imagine how restful such a

condition of things really is. It is Utopian
in its saccharine ideality. You see, critics
will look upon the theatre as a matter of
life and death; as a grim and a grinning
necessity, without which the wheels of the
universe would cease to revolve. Of course
this is due to the pettiness of the critic's
ego. The theatre is a necessity because he
Is paid to go there and write about it. I
suppose men in other walks of life have
the same deplorable ego-mania. The ice¬
cream brewer doubtless looks upon ice¬
cream as the staff of life, and the under¬
taker assuredly attaches more importance
to a hearse than to a brougham or vic¬
toria. It is all due to a myopic point of
view.
The day will arrive when critics will

realise the fact that the public doesn't
care a hang, or a fraction of a fig, for
erudite analyses of pretty bits of fiction, or

for Addisonian essays upon the mimic
world. These are read by the few, and
perhaps scrap-booked, but they are going
out of fashion very rapidly, and twenty
j ears fro'j te-utty tliey wi.ll not even exist.
In the next century every critta will be
forced to cut his hair, and those who wan¬

der into the playhouses with skittish manes

tickling their shoulder-blades will be
laughed at and peraaps egged. As for
these violent contentions that are now

carried on critically, the bitter' denuncia¬
tion of aH that is light aiifd gladsome,
the absurd booming of leaden playwrights
and wood an actors, because they cater to
our dark side, why they will be as dead as

Alarley was, to begin with.
It is all too serious, this jolly, good-na¬

tured, life-giving, relaxatory theatrical busi¬
ness, and this gloom is all due to the ego¬
mania of the critics, who misunderstand
their duty. Let me tell you a little story.
It's true: When Charles Frohman pro¬
duced "John-a-Dreams" at the Empire
Theatre, a dramatic writer, to fortune and
to favor unknown, sought out #ie manager
after the performance and approached him

fitKously. There was assault in his eye,
and his nostrils dilated homicidally. "This

play is an outrage!" he cried. "How dare

you produce it? Your theatre should be
closed up, and if I can assist in its closing
I will. I am beside myself with rage and

fury. I.I really cannot speak for indigna¬
tion."
The little manager who had invested his

money* in the play smiled. The indignant
oue left the theatre, personally foaming,
and next day.we all got up, breakfasted,
went about our business, dined, and vis¬
ited perhaps this very playhouse. Why on

earth any critic should worry himself ill
because he doesn't like a play, is more

than I can linaglhe. Yet some of them, I
am convinced, pass sleepless nights when
"Art" has been outraged, and Virtue has
not triumphed. Whenever an un-virtuous
heroine is permitted by her playwright to
marry and live happily ever afterward,
you can bet your life that at least four
critics are laid up ill abed the next day.
Isn't it silly? Isn't It Incomprehensible?
Just fancy borrowing troubles from the
playhouse, where you go to relieve your
enchanted every-day-ness, and to laugh
or to cry as the case may be. Let
the critic pitch in and roast, with¬
out any personal agony, and then
go home, eat a little Welsh rabbit,
and forget all about it. This suggestion i*

pure philanthropy on my part. I hate to
think of a man wrinkling and growing pre¬
maturely old from a mistaken sense of
fluty. Let him use Chlmmle Fadden's
philosophy when his angry passions rise.
That Is why I say that this week's

creamy inertia has been delightful. To¬
morrow night 4t will all be over. The
dog3 will delight to bark and bite. Duse
will appear. Sarah's adversaries will up to
champion her cause, and Sarah's admirers
will up to smite them In the act. It will
be very bitter, and It may be very amus¬
ing.to the few. The many who persist in
adoring Bernhardt because she furnishes
exquisite entertainment, and In patronizing
Duse because in her own way she is
equally delectable, will not feel even a
tinge of interest In the critical warfare.
It is all a question of "Chacum a* son
gout," which does not mean, ns the little
girl suggested, "Everybody has the gout."
Duse will undoubtedly attract considera¬

ble attention. She is not only a clever
ftctress, but a clever woman. That Idea of
refusing to keep herself before the public
by means of the interviewer, is almost
Machiavilian in Its studied diplomacy.
"Il'm!" said Duse (and if she didn't say
It, let her deny it), "Sarah insists on telling
the populace that she eats stewed prunes
for breakfast, and always tackles a pork
chop before retiring. I'll say nothing. I'll
be original. They shall never know wheth¬
er [ sanction stewed prunes or not, and I
will be hermetically silent on the subject
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Unfortunately Brandon Thomas tried to be

f,,,, "16 ,more serious than he was in
Charleys Aunt." While you feel that

his Inclinations are strictly farcical, vou
can also perceive in "Marriage" that'he
has made an elaborate effort to get away
from himself. He has called his new p7ece
a comedy," and he has tried to work it'
out on comedy lines, although it Is roar-

i farcical in its idea. Every time his
farce flames have flickered up he has
thrown comedy ashes on them, and this
has spoiled what might have been an over¬
whelmingly hilarious entertainment.
The situation at the end of the second

act would have made the fortune of any
farce, it is capitally unconventional. Lady
Belton who has obtained a divorce from
Sir John meets him again. Of course she
has loved him dearly all the time. That
goes without saying. If she hadn't loved
him dearly, why, "Marriage" would not
be a play, but a chunk of real life
which nobody wants at the playhouse'.
He also loves her, and reconciliation looms
before him. He writes her a reproposal of
marriage, and the Hon. Dudley Chumbieieb
carries it to her. In the meantime, how¬
ever, the Hon. Mrs. Dudley Chumbleigh,
upon whom Sir John is supposed to be very
sweet, has so incensed Lady Belton that
she indulges in tantrums that her ex-hus¬
band cannot endure. So be proposes to
Mrs. Chumbleigh, who believes she is a

*11.- LatJ>' Belton thereupon rushes out,
with his reproposal in her hand, and an¬
nounces her intention of suinj,- him for
breach of promise. We should have
shrieked our ribs loose at the spectacle of
a divorced wife suing her divorced hus¬
band for breach of promise if the situa¬
tion had only been more farcically handled.
As it was, we applauded Mr. Brandon
I homas's delightful ingenuity; but as I
said before, the ashes of comedy' extin¬
guished the farce flames, and we didn't
.laugh very much. It appealed to our in¬
tellect rather than to our spontaneous
laughter apparatus.
Then this scene was played extremely

adagio in a moonlit garden. The eyes of
the absurd wife were.as Rhoda Brough-
ton would say-sweetly moon-dre«ched
She posed before us as a sentimental hero¬
ine, and we declined to accept as an object
tor sentiment a woman so Inane as to
have secured a divorce without knowing
how she got it, or why she got it. AVe
thought her illogical, as we shouldn't have
done if "Marriage" had been a farce We
were also annoyed at the stupidity of Mrs
humbleigh, who shook her husband by the

hand and "looked into his eyes," and
failed to recognize him because he had
been away a year and cultivated whis¬
kers. Extravagance, flre, intoxication wit
are the elements that go to make up farce
I hey do not constitute the essence of
comedy. And don't Imagine that I aZ
treating you to a technical dissertation
that you can t understand. If v-ou f

the Empire to see "Marriage." you win
understand what I mean in the twinklT. i
of a bed-post. It will be the first th£f
that strikes you.
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««1Ke. uiaJ°gUe 0f "Carriage," however Is
as bright as a button, and that first act in
Sir Caries Jenks's office, in Chanceryi

place, Is a gem. Mr. Frohman owns the
best character actor In this country In J.
E. Dodson. Dodson Is an artist to the toe-
ends (which is a little change from
finger-tips). Every bit of business he In¬
troduces is acutely artistic. You see the
famous old lawyer before you. You feel
that you are in his office. You grow im¬
patient at his legal eccentricities. You are
quite as anxious as Sir John Belton to hear
his opinion of the case. As he gives his in¬
structions to his confidential clerk, answers
questions at the speaking tube by his desk,
and evasively responds to the anxious Bel-
ton, you say to yourself, "This is not act¬
ing. This Is the real thing in all its unex-
aggerated, humorous realism." Dodson
never over-acts. Dodson never watches the
effect of his quaintness upon his audience.
That Is where his skill comes In. The su-
premest piece of character acting is ruined
by one glance from the actor's eyes at his
audience. It is instant death to the picture,
but very few actors can resist the tempta¬
tion. They nearly all do It. I can quite
sympathize with the actor's ardent desire
t<> see how he is going; to note with his
own eyes the smiles he has evoked. Dod¬
son, however, is quite beyond this vanity,
and his entire success Is, I believe, due to
this fact. I have seen him do many clever
things, but nothing quite so brilliant as
this impersonation of Sir Charles Jenks.
Art such as this elevates the stage far
more than your hydraulic Yrooms, your
blank verse Coppees, and your mortuary
Maeterlincks.
Miss De Wolfe is a very pleasant figure in

this play. Her principal charm is refine¬
ment. You see a gentlewoman when you
look at Miss De Wolfe, Instead of that hor¬
rible, nineteenth century vulgarity known
as a lady. Gentlemen and ladies are mon¬
strosities, that, thank goodness, are rapidly
going out of fashion. I'd sooner be called
a cad any day than a gentleman, and I
should feel like duelling with anybody who
dared to call my wife a lady. Miss De
Wolfe is always a gentlewoman, and never
a lady. Ladles and gentlemen are the
exclusive property of East Side barrooms.
Miss Viola Allen plays a very bad pare in

"Marriage," and plays It very badly. She
Is becoming dynamitic as she grows older,
and the evil of theatricalism la fastening
itself upon her. I make these remarks in
no unkindly spirit, for I'm exceedingly fond
of Viola Allen, whr Is still the best leading
lady that we have. Perhaps she will lark

to a .warning word. Perpetual enthusiasm
Is perfectly useless. Joseph Humphreys,
another clever character actor, of the Dod-
son stamp, gives us a sketch of a confiden¬
tial clerk that, in its small way, Is a fitting
companion picture to Dodson's work. It
is artistically discreet and ingeniously con¬
ceived.
"Marriage," on the whole, was fairly well

received the critics. One gentleman, to
whose words Mr, Frohman Invariably at¬
taches a vice-versa effect, cremated this
comedy so completely that the ipanager is
preparing to run it for several weeks. He
told me so. "Whenever this gentleman
praises a play of mine," he said, "I know
that I'm in for a rank failure, and I call
my company together to read the next play.
As soon as I hear that my piece is ineff¬
able trash, doomed to instant failure, I
rest on my laurels and listen to the chink-
chink of coin in the box-office. This rule
never fails. My brother Dan and I call it
our golden rule."
The author of "Rodion" and of Lole Ful¬

ler's serpentine! dances waxed quite en¬
thusiastic about "Marriage." He not only
declared it witty and clever, but remarked
that "Two centuries ago a play like this,
penned in Italy for the conventional masks
of Italian comedy, would have succeeded
instantly." A dash of such humor as this
introduced into "Rodion" would have saved
that play from its untimely fate.

***
Maurice Maeterlinck Is surely a dreadful¬

ly over-rated person if "L'lnterleur," which
was presented last week by the American
Academy of the Dramatic Arts, at the Car¬
negie Lyceum, Is to be taken as a serious
sample of his handicraft. Nordau calls
Maeterlinck a mystic muddler and a mental
cripple, and I don't wonder at it. If there
was one speck of value in "L'lnterleur" I
must frankly admit that I failed to dis¬
cover it, although I examined it microscopi¬
cally.

It's all very well to say that Maeterlinck
doesn't write for the liultitude, and to
buoy yourself up with thfe fond belief that
you are one of the delightfully fastidious
few to whom he caters, but even then| there
must be a convincing something, an irre¬
sistible ralson-d'etre. More unintelligible
gloom can surely never be countenanced.
The pessimist who bursts into tears at the
sight of growing violets and wrings his
hands in convulsive agony at the spectacle

w-w - . I
of the Lublns and Dtilcineas indulging in
their Sunday promenade on Fifth avenue
cannot be a person to pamper and pet.
There is something wrong with him. He is
a case for liver pills and mineral waters,
not for laurel wreaths and the pedestal of
the mystic.
In "L'lnterieur" Maeterlinck shows us

the breaking up of an 'appy 'ome by the
sudden advent of misfortune. You see the
peaceful family sitting at the window, and
the departure ofvpeace with the news that
the eldest daughter has been drowned.
Even in its dr>OT**tic calm this family

looks so hopelessly funereal that 5«u feel
that all its members are positively long¬
ing for a catastrophe; that they wont be
happy till they get it. When the cov¬
eted catastrophe comes <hey rush out, and
the curtain falls. It is all so trite and-
usual. Nothing is proved; nothing is dem¬
onstrated; nothing is ottered to thought.
It is an ugly living picture, framed in
black crape.
"L'lnterieur" was followed by a new

farce-comedy, from the pen of Elizabeth
Walling, called "Master Shakspere Out¬
witted." ai»J this nlar Mr. Saror^nt'a

pupils were let loose. Some of them were
just about to graduate; others were not.
Asterisks on the programme distinguished
the competent from the incompetent pupils.
Miss Jessie Mackaye was perhaps the most
engaging of these aspirants for the will-
o'-the-wisp honors of the stage. She Is a

charming little lady, with a pretty Ingenue
voice, and a most agreeable stage presence.
I rather fancy that we shall hear of
her one of these days, and then we shall
thank Instructor Sargent for his admirable
services, for of course Miss Mackaye
couldn't possibly have found her way to
the stage without a course of lessons.

S*
John Drew can't tear himself away from

New York. He tries to do so, but back he
comes on a trot as soon as he hears that
there Is a theatre available. You can't
blame him. We can't help being so nice.
When we like a man we like him very
profitably, and John Drew, with his well
poipaded hair, his spasmodic speech and
his refined manliness, is always sure of a
shelter In the metropolitan bosom. He
opens at the Garrick to-morrow night In
"The Squire of Dames." A great misfor¬
tune has befallen that play. It was to
have been presented by Charles Wyndham
before the Queen, but at an inopportune
moment Prince Henry of Battenberg died,
and Her Majesty couldn't see It. Wynd¬
ham was dreadfuljy put out, and a reflec¬
tion of his distress of course felt by
Mr. Drew. Proi^blv Victoria's delight at
"The Squire of Dam«w" would1 have helped
Mr. Drew at the Garrick. Still, It Is com¬
forting to believe that if she had seen It
she would have liked it. She likes every¬
thing that she sees, thereby teaching us all
a needful lesson.
I'm In hopes that Drew will present An¬

thony Hope and Edward Rose's new play,
"A Man In ^«'<ve," which was tried in Prov¬
idence son.o time ago. I hear that he will
either do chat comedy or "The Late Mr.
Castello."' It will be a bitter disappoint¬
ment to me if Anthony I^ope's work isn't
staged. I'm one of Hope's most ardent ad¬
mirers for everything that he has written
so far has added a zest to life. Whenever
I feel in the least depressed I read the
"Dolly Dialogues." It is a t^nic. "A Man
in Love" is said to be a very slight comedy
and a very short one. It has no compli¬
cated plot and no cut-aud-drled situations.
I have an awful Idea that Mr. Drew's man¬
ager Is a little bit afraid of it, but.well,
we must hope for the best. -'A Man in
Love" Is certainly blessed with a mo^t at¬
tractive title.

? *
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E. S.. Willard has finally made up his
mind to come to America next season. He
needs an American season. He made a
fortune here some time ago, and he has
lost a great deal of it trying to run the
Garrick Theatre, in Loudon. He has harped
persistently upon "The Professor's Love
Story," which made such a tumultuous suc¬
cess at the Star Theatre when Willard was
last in this country. He has worn it out.
Henry Arthur Jones is at work upon a new
play for this actor, and if It Is not finished
In time for production at the Garrick The¬
atre, where Willard's lease expires In June,
It will have its first presentation in New
York at the Garden Theatre. Willard will
also bring over a new play by J. M. Barrle,
author of "The Professor's Love Story," ao
that he will not be without novelties.
Willard and Hare are the only English

actors who will venture to America next
season. Tree is still coquetting with "Tril¬
by" to such an extent that he can think
of nothing else, and Alexander can't very
well bring over "The Prisoner of Zenda,"
of which we have already had two good
meals. As for Wyndham, who comes to
America religiously.by cable.every time
he sniffs a dollar on a new play, he has
been crowded out by John Drew, who has
already made known his "Squire of
Dames." Unhappily, the play.and not the
actor.is the thing. What the public wants
is new plays, and, incidentally, good ac¬
tors to interpret them.

*

Miss Loie Fuller, who got a "la" to her
name In France.you can't get la's for love
or money In this country.Is going to pirou¬
ette ami serpentine at Koster & Bial'a
this week. I wish I could tell you that
she had fongotten how to speak English,
for I know you would appreciate her more

if I could. From all I hear, Miss Fuller
speaks good American just as well as ever,
and knows her New York pretty thorough¬
ly. Let me beg you not to judge of her
harshly for this. It isn't her fault that she
wasn't born in London or Paris. When
you come to think of it, it is a big achieve¬
ment lor a small, unaided woman to have
set the capitals of two countries all agog
with enthusiasm. Those who believe in
patronizing native articles (and if I can
creait the "Constant Headers" and "Amer¬
ica Lovers," there are millions of them)
will have an excellent opportunity this
week. The vulgar question of Miss Fuller's
salary I shall not comment upon. I had
my little say 011 that question when Yvette
(iiiilbert Hung her $10,000 in our faces.
Nobody cares a snap how much Miss Fuller
receives.or, nobody should care. like fact
that she is an American who went abroad
and grew a reputation should be enough
to attrict attention in the first instance.
Then it will be a mere question of
whether we like her, or whether we ^Vt.-****.: natn.


